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The Christmas Spirit 


The apartment was dark when she finally opened the door and unceremoniously kicked her heels 
down the hallway before even stepping through the threshold. Keys dumped into a dedicated bowl on a 
side table next to the door, an expensive purse hung up on the coat rack right above it, followed by the 
sluggish figure of an exhausted business woman as she closed and locked the door behind her. She 
shrugged off her heavy coat, hanging it up on its hook and trudging over to the bathroom to strip her 
makeup off and get changed. 

Her dinner was the last roll of crackers in her barren pantry and the last, sad dregs of wine from 
the Sangria box in her empty fridge. She'd find time out of her schedule to go shopping, but she had the 
weekly report due tomorrow and God knows she wouldn t have it in on time unless she took 
overtime--nevermind the next week's report, which she may have to go into the office on Saturday to get a 
head start on. She simply had no time--she’d have to live with UberEats and cheap chinese takeout until 
month ss end. 

Her phone buzzed on the counter. It had been buzzing since yesterday, perhaps even the day 
before. She had been ignoring it to focus on work, as she was a busy business woman and simply didn t 
have the time. But something drew tired eyes over to the screen, and she picked it up to look at the text. 

Mom: 

Are you coming to Christmas dear? --sent 8:32 am 

I know you're busy, but it’s important you come this year, sweetie --sent 11:12am 

I have all these pies and christmas cookies and nobody to eat them! You don’t 

want to leave your dear old mother in a bind, do you? ;)--sent 6:02pm 

..It’s what your father would have wanted, Diana. Please. --sent just now 


Diana looked down at her phone screen with a sense of deja vu. A moment passed, and finally her 
fingers moved to respond--a practiced movement, something they’ve done hundreds of times before. 
Diana: 
Fine. 
Make chocolate chip for me. 


The drive to Logsville had a lot more backroads then Diana remembered. Twists and turns in old 
country roads that sometimes had her gritting her teeth and feeling grateful for the tires’ treads. It had 
rained the night before, and the morning frost had turned the roads to ice--slick enough for her little red 
car to drift a bit more than she would like, and have her driving at a crawl to avoid ending up in a ditch. 

The radio was playing soft christmas music, Mariah Carrey having been defrosted before 
thanksgiving this year in order to sing over and over on Diana’s several-hour car ride back home. It 
seemed like no matter what station she switched to, the song was playing on loop. 

Mom must be happy, Diana chuckled, eyes glancing off the road to instead look down at the radio 
controls, she loves this damn song. 

She moved her hand to try and fiddle with the volume controls, focusing a tad too much on the 
button that always got itself stuck instead of the patch of ice and snow that had appeared in the road ahead 
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of her. When her tire hit the patch and skidded, she jerked her head back up just in time to feel the wheel 
wrench in her hands, the car swerve, and to get a split second to get a good look spiky green needles of 
the Noble Fir she was careening towards before the airbags smashed into her face and her car crashed into 
the tree. 

The whiplash made her neck crack, the impact and press of the airbags slamming the air out of 
her lungs. There was a moment where she thought she was dead--a stillness in the air, cold seeping into 
her fingers and toes. Deja vu set in for a moment as she floated, before she was pulled back by the voice 
of Mariah Carrey sputtering back to life from her radio. She slowly lifted her head from the airbags, 
groaning at the ache of her joints and body as she blearily grabbed her phone, unbuckled her seatbelt, and 
pushed open her car door. Unceremoniously, and also because the front of her car was buckled and 
crushed inward, she rolled herself out and face first into the snow. 

“God damnit...” Diana huffed, lifting herself up as she slowly regained her breathing. A quick 
once over showed she was fine, a prickling in her back making her wince as she stretched and turned to 
look over at her car. The front end was crumpled, the windshield smashed and filled with leaves from the 
fir tree--she carefully reached in to pull out her purse, thankful for the lack of glass. 

“You know, Noble Firs are top sellers this time of year. Don’t know how I feel about you 
wrecking my stock first thing upon coming home, sweet potato.” a warm, deep voice chuckled from 
behind her. Diana swung around, head craning to look up at a familiar woman who smirked down at her. 
She was brown-skinned, had warm brown eyes and red-dyed hair with shaved sides. Tattoos swirled up 
the skin of her neck and on the back of her hands, a heavy letterman jacket layered beneath an even 
heavier winter coat. A familiar sharp-toothed grin was plastered across a handsome face, making her skin 
tingle with the memories of the things that smile did to her back in highschool. She banished said 
thoughts, a pang of annoyance causing a sigh to huff out as Diana took in the large, muscled form of her 
ex-girlfriend. 

“T haven’t been your sweet potato in 10 years, Talia. And it's not like I meant to crash my car into 
your damn...tree farm? I thought this was Bill’s land?” Diana questioned, eyes averting from the warm 
brown gaze of the woman to instead focus on the large ax across her shoulders, and the snow mobile 
hitched to a sled with several trees a few yards behind her. 

“Figured your mother would’a told you, but Bill retired in July,” Talia hummed, “got too old to 
handle the work. Gave the christmas tree farm to me to manage and run.” She glanced over Diana’s 
shoulder, cocking a brow and lips furling up into a more teasing grin. 

Don’t think that thing’s gonna be running anytime soon--you need a ride home, sweet potato? 
Ain’t too far, and I need to run this bunch back to the shed anyway.” 

Diana rolled her eyes at the nickname, shivering as the cold started eating through her thinner 
winter coat, “Do I have much of a choice?” 

“Well, you could walk, but I don’t recommend it,” Talia hummed, turning and heading back to the 
snow mobile, “but you always were a stubborn one--still just as cute as it was when we were teenagers.” 

With a grumbled curse and the flushing of her cheeks, Dania stomped through the snow after her 
to climb on. 


The ride back was mostly in silence, Dania pressed up against and hugging the other woman’s 
back purely to try and conserve warmth. Talia was, thankfully, silent and mentioned nothing about 
Diana’s hands against her abdomen other than to tell her to wrap her arms tighter so she didn’t fall off. 
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Her torso was still just as solid as it used to be, and memories of nights curled up against the other 
woman’s stomach while lying in bed filled Diana’s mind, despite her attempts to banish them. 

“So, uh, how have things been?” She finally asked, latching on to conversation in the hopes of 
changing her focus off of her still-possibly-lingering attraction to the woman she was pressed up against. 
Talia hummed, the engine and her back rumbling in sync as they made their way between the rows of 
Christmas trees. 

“Been alright--focused on running the place, as well as helping your Momma set up for the town 
Christmas festival. It’s the same bakeoff as always, but this year I’m in charge of the central Christmas 
Tree. Your Momma said with Bill retiring off it was high time to appoint me in charge of it.” 

Diana nodded, eyes peeking over Talia’s shoulder to see the approaching town, “Bet you’re real 
excited about that. You’ve dreamed about having that job since we were in 4th grade.” 

Talia let out a small giggle, uncharacteristic of a woman her size and yet something that Diana 
remembered hearing for years, during snow ball fights and later on between bed sheets--” You still 
remember that, huh? I’m sure it ain’t near as impressive as that big-wig city job you got.” 

It was a jab, Diana knew--they had broken up over it, after all. Still, she turned her head to press 
her cheek against Talia’s warm back and watch them pass by the border of the tree farm and head towards 
the town. 

“Of course I’d remember,” was the last thing she said, and the rest of the ride was in silence. 


Her mother was waiting for her once she returned, a worried look on her face melting away once 
she saw Diana on the back of Talia’s snowmobile: ”’Honey! You had me worried sick--where’s your car?” 

“Found her hugging one of my trees, Ma’am, I’ll get one of the boys to tow it back to town later 
today. Figured you’d want Diana home safe first,” Talia answered, turning the vehicle off so that Diana 
could step off and head towards the front steps of her childhood home. Her mother met her on the third 
step, cupping her face and turning it side to side to inspect. 

“T’m fine, Momma--just didn’t see a patch of ice in the road. The car is totaled though--hope you 
don’t mind putting me up in my old room longer than the original few days,” Diana grumbled, eyes taking 
in her mother’s well-dressed figure and humming, “did you just get off of work?” 

Her face was released and her mother smiled and shook her head, ““Mayor’s job never clocks out, 
sweetie, but you understand that. Come inside and get settled in, Momma will make you a cup of tea. I’m 
sure your nerves are shot--would you like to come in, Talia?” 

Diana opened her mouth to try to protest, but a hand resting itself on her shoulder cut her off as 
Talia smiled, winked down at her and said, “Why, I’d love to Ma’am, long as I’m not intruding.” 

“Of course not, dear, you know you’re always welcome--why, Diana, have I told you how 
helpful Talia has been these days? Barely a day goes by where I don’t have her fixing up something in this 
old house.” Her mother grinned, turning to open the front door and invite the two of them inside. 

Diana huffed, ready to retort something along the lines of Talia needing to get her car towed, 
when the soft sound of sobbing caught her attention. Shuddering breaths, gasping for air and the heaving 
sound of crying--just barely audible over the winter’s wind. She turned to look around, brows furrowed in 
confusion as the source of the near-silent crying seemed to shift and waver, unable to be pinpointed. Her 
eyes picked through the town that was visible from the stairs, looking between houses that showed little 
movement and at a strangely-empty town square. 
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“Hey, Momma? Do you hear that?” Diana called out, turning back to look up at the two women 
waiting for her at the doorstep. Her mother simply peeked her head out, shaking her head while Talia 
regarded her with a...strange look. 

“Hear what, sweetheart? Are you sure you’re feeling alright? The crash may have shaken your 
nerves,” her mother hummed, gesturing for Diana to come closer, “and I’m sure the bustling from the 
square isn’t helping--everybody is so busy setting up for the fair, after all.” 

“But nobody is in the square, I just looked--” Diana turned around again, double-taking when the 
square was filled with life. People hanging decorations, putting up stands and talking amongst one 
another. Children all dressed up in warm clothes chasing and having snowball fights. The crying was 
gone. Her head hurt, and she shook to clear her mind and turned away. 

“You must be right, Momma,” Diana groaned, hand going up to pinch her brow, “I must not be 
thinking straight.” 

She followed behind her mother inside the house, Talia coming around behind her to shut the 
door. Diana kicked her shoes off at the door, looking around the familiar inside of her childhood home. 
The hallway was full of baby pictures, and pictures of her father before he had passed away. The stairs 
leading up to the second floor, where her old room was. The side door to her father’s old office--a room 
she had never been inside, not even when he was alive. It still smelled the same--like apple pie and 
spices--and reminded her of just how long it had been since she had been home. 

Her eyes glanced over to the office door, curiosity capturing her attention--but as soon as she 
thought to reach for the knob, the warmth of a solid torso pressed against her back. 

“Hallway ’s too small for you to linger, sweet potato,” Talia chuckled, “and I don’t think you’d 
take too kindly to me carrying you into your kitchen.” 

Diana jerked, blushing and walking down the hallway, grumbling out “Still not your sweet 
potato” as she went. 


Talia left after an hour, leaving Diana to rest in her old room as her mother left to cook dinner 
downstairs in the kitchen. Her fingers were cold and stiff, her neck still cricked from what she figured was 
whiplash. She had been told to try and get some rest, but the prickling against the square of her back kept 
her awake as she stared up at the ceiling before she finally gave up and sat back up. She padded 
downstairs, standing idly in the living room--unsure if she should help her mother cook, or walk around 
town to try and work off the headache that pressed against her skull. 

It was in this moment of decision that she heard the crying once more. Still quiet, but in the 
steady silence of the house she was able to pick up on it better. She swerved her head around, looking 
through doorways and out windows, seeing no source and getting no closer to finding it. 

“Honey, are you awake?” Her mother called, sticking her head through the kitchen doorway and 
smiling at her--”You’re up earlier than I thought you’d be, sweetie. Couldn’t get down?” 

Diana glanced over at her smiling face, inspecting for any sign of something being wrong--but 
her mother looked like she always did, curly hair pulled up and dark skin freshly lotioned to prevent any 
ashiness from the cold. After a moment, she responded back: “I’m fine, Momma. Just couldn’t get down. 
I’m thinking about taking a small walk around town, that okay?” 

Her Momma smiled and nodded, “Of course sweetie, just be back by 6 so Momma can feed you. 
I’m making your favorite dessert tonight, it’s already in the oven. I know how much you’ve missed my 
sweet potato pie.” 
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Diana sighed and nodded, shrugging on her coat and passing by her Dad’s old office with only a 
twinge of temptation to peek inside, “Thank you Momma, I’Il be home in a bit. Love you.” 


The town was just as she remembered, bustling and filled with the smell of baked goods and 
christmas pine. She didn’t make it far before she came across Talia and several men from the tree farm 
hauling a massive fir tree into the square, putting up the base supports and tying loops of rope around the 
trunk in order to safely haul it up to stand proudly in the center of the town. Diana stopped to watch, 
allowing herself for a brief moment to admire her ex like she used to when they were still in highschool 
together. Rippling muscles, charisma falling out of her ass with a smile that was the brightest thing this 
side of paradise and a laugh louder than the horns of Rapture and just as sweet. 

Diana remembered sadly the fight that had ended them--she had gotten her job, a big opportunity 
that was too far for her to possibly ever commute. It was what had to happen, she had said, the money was 
too good and the work experience too valuable. Talia had asked if it would make Diana happy, or if it was 
all about the idea of success that she had been chasing since she was a little girl--and to this day, Diana 
still didn’t have an answer. But watching someone that she used to love--someone who still stirred up 
butterflies in her stomach whenever her brown eyes met Diana’s own--made her wonder if she had made 
the right choice leaving all those years ago. When those brown eyes finally met her own, and she was 
greeted with a wide, teasing smile, Diana flushed and quietly, softly admitted to herself that she knew the 
answer. 

“Ah! I see sweet potato decided to come bless me with her presence--give me a few moments and 
I'll be right over” Talia called, exchanging quick words with the men before jogging over to Diana’s side. 
The tip of her nose was flushed red, visible even with her darker skin, and Diana felt the overwhelming 
urge to give it a kiss to warm it up. 

“You don’t have to, I know you’re busy. I was just taking a small walk.” Diana protested, and yet 
was met with a warm hand on her shoulder and a softer smile. 

“No worries, sweet potato, the boys can finish up. Why don’t you stop by my house real quick so 
we can catch up? I have cookies I need help baking, if you’re up to it.” 

Diana rolled her eyes, jokingly pushing against Talia’s chest, “You just miss my peanut butter 
cookies, you sweet talker’. 

She was met with a laugh, “Can a simple woman like myself not want both?” Talia retorted, a soft 
smile breaking out across both women’s faces as they walked along. 


Talia’s home was warm and welcoming, decorated with little Christmas decorations all the way 
through and a simple tree in the corner. The kitchen and living room were open to one another, and Diana 
thoroughly enjoyed the view she had when Talia shucked her heavy layers to just wear a form-fitting 
turtleneck beneath. The kitchen was filled with the smell of cookies, and while waiting for the oven timer 
to go off Diana slowly looked at all the photographs laid out on the mantle over the crackling fireplace. 

There were pictures of Talia’s family, of their friend group back in highschool. The christmas tree 
she had set up in the corner had ornaments with little pictures inside--baby pictures of nieces and 
nephews, of pets and post cards. Diana knew that Talia’s grandparents loved to travel, and she smiled at 
all the little keepsakes that were decorated on the trees. A little nativity scene also decorated along a flat 
table, the little wooden figures sturdy and simple. 

Diana double-took at the nativity scene, her brain starting to ache once more as something 
felt...off. She looked at every piece, a dead ringer for the scene that her own mother put out on their 
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mantle every year since Diana was a child, and then she turned back to a photograph that was center of 
Talia’s fireplace. 

The oven timer went off, and the other woman slipped into the kitchen with a pair of oven mitts 
to take the baking pan out, calling over: “Cookies are comin’ out--something wrong, Diana?” 

Diana reached out to take the photo from the center of the mantle, holding it close just to make 
sure she was seeing it clearly--it was a picture of them from highschool at a christmas party, when they 
were still dating. Diana had longer hair then, box braids down to her waist that had green and red woven 
in that matched with the horribly-ugly Christmas sweater that was still buried somewhere in her closet at 
home--and Talia had been wearing a Haunakkuh sweater. A Menorah-Saurus--something that she had 
found in Walmart and was so corny it had to be shown off, and something Diana remembered laughing at 
until she cried when her girlfriend had first shown it to her. 

Her head was pounding now, as things started not making sense and she tried to reason them out, 
until finally she turned to Talia with a look of confusion and finally said the words that were starting to 
plague her mind as more and more of her memories came back to her. 

“Talia? I thought you were jewish? Why do you have a nativity scene set up?” 

The other woman looked surprised for a moment before swiftly recovering, her bright smile 
breaking back out over her face--”Nativity scene, sweet potato? You must have really hit your head in that 
crash. Why don’t we get you home?” 

Surprised and confused, Diana turned back around to look at the Christmas decorations that she 
had spent nearly the past hour looking at--the tree, the nativity scene, and little sprigs of mistletoe and 
tinsel--and found them all...gone. 

Instead, in their place, was a menorah sitting where the wooden figures had just been. 


The walk back to her house was plagued with Diana’s head pounding, feeling like fingers were 
massaging the wrinkles in her brain as her eyes swerved back and forth to look at the town, avoiding the 
woman walking beside her with a tin full of fresh-baked cookies. She realized as she looked that she 
barely recognized the faces of the people around her--that when she looked away and glanced back that 
their movements were inconsistent, sometimes too slow and sometimes too fast. 

When they got back to her house, the sound of crying returned--higher pitched, more desperate, 
as if she was finally getting closer. Diana felt the growing panic in her chest trying to choke her, Talia 
staring at her quietly as they climbed the steps. 

“Are you sure you’re feelin’ alright, Diana?” Talia asked, a hand resting against the center of 
Diana’s back--on top of the piercing prickling sensation that she was slowly growing ever more acutely 
aware of, digging and rooting and jerking against her skin. 

“Yeah...yeah, just give me a moment, will you?” Diana breathed, letting them both inside and 
eyes suddenly drawing to the same door that had been plaguing her since she got home, “Why don’t you 
go bring the cookies to Momma while I take a breather? Just need a bit of air.” 

Talia gave her an almost knowing look, and nodded after a moment, “Alright--don’t do anything I 
wouldn’t do while I’m not here to watch you, alright?” she teased, eyes sliding off of Diana as she tread 
down the hall. 

Diana’s eyes followed her, watching her disappear into the kitchen before letting her eyes drop to 
the office door. A door she had never been in before, never been allowed inside. It called her name, the 
sobbing growing louder the closer she got. When she finally opened the door to look inside, the sobbing 
faded away as her stomach dropped. 
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The walls were flesh-like, pulsing and threaded with veins. They moved like a heartbeat, warm 
and gooey and horrifying as her brain started to pound with it. Diana tried to back into the hallway, but 
found her exit blocked as Talia stopped her, looking past her into the room with disappointment. 

“So you decided to go inside, again.” Was all Talia said, looking down at Diana with empty 
brown eyes--so empty and cold and devoid of the things that Diana knew of her. Diana hauled herself 
backwards, further into the pulsing room as Talia stepped forward. 

“What’s going on, Talia? What the fuck is this?!” Diana demanded, feeling panic as she watched 
Talia’s expression morph back into the same calm, loving expression she knew so well. 

“TYou weren’t supposed to see this Diana. You know you aren’t supposed to come in this room.” 
Talia hummed, stepping forward closer to her. Diana backed away, her brain screaming danger, danger 
the closer the other woman got to her. 

“Talia, what the fuck is going on? Why is everything so weird? Where are we?!” Diana pleaded, 
feet unsteady as the size of the room shifted and swelled, as if unsure of what form to take. One moment it 
seemed the size of a small closet, the next as big as a stadium. Diana’s fingers started to stiffen, locking 
up as her neck started to crick, as the persistent prickling in her back grew more and more apparent, more 
and more painful. 

Talia stepped forward again, “It hurts, doesn’t it? “‘s why you weren’t supposed to come in 
here--you have no memories in here, so there’s nothing I can fill it in with. Even I have my limitations. 
Your memories of the rest of the town are so...crisp and clear, but not this room.” 

Diana’s knees locked and she started to buckle, her body numbing and stiffening, too frozen and 
cold to move as Talia stepped forward once more, soft and warm hands trailing along her skin and brown 
eyes staring deep into her own. 

“You want to know where you are, Diana? I promise you won’t like it. I can oblige, 
though--what’s 364 failures compared to an eternity?” 

She couldn’t speak, at some point she realized her tongue was swollen and putrid with decay. 
Diana’s eyes grew wide as the world, and her vision, shifted. She saw the brick of the town square, 
overgrown with frost and dyed brown with old, dried blood and pus. She saw the rust from the inside of 
her car, felt the long-deflated fabric of airbags against her face and the ache of the steering wheel pressing 
against her cheek. 

She couldn’t move her neck very far, but it was enough to see the shambling figures that 
wandered and scuttled around. Spider-like figures with decaying, gasping bodies peaking from beneath 
the skin. Hands outreached, faces trapped in eternal wails, muted sobbing and slow, weak struggles 
stretching and pressing against the skin of the alien-creatures that moved around the ruins of what was 
once the town of Logsville. 

In the center of the town square lay a massive figure, the largest spider with several bodies 
building up its torso with the familiar face of her mother staring blank-eyed in her direction. Her mother’s 
face was outstretched in a silent wail, the soft sound of sobbing barely reaching Diana’s ears. The activity 
was busiest around the massive creature, smaller attendants pulling sacks of orbs from its rear and 
arranging them into nests--eggs, Diana realized. Hundreds and hundreds of eggs. 

“You really are such interesting things,” Talia’s voice chitters, coming from up above her. Diana 
moaned, unable to make any other noise as the prickling of her back shifted and a large, eyeless head 
leaned down from the roof of her car to peer at her. Protruding from its shoulder, Diana could make out 
the faintest hint of red-dyed hair. 
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“Your mother was the head of this town, much like our Queen, and when we came we allowed 
her one simple request--a reward for yielding to us with no struggle. Do you know what she wished for, 
sweet potato?” 

Diana felt her eyes burning, like they were trying to well up tears, but nothing fell. The creature 
cocked its head, and Diana felt probing against the inside of her skull. 

“She wished for her daughter to have a happy Christmas. Isn’t that such an odd thing? It took 
several iterations and tries before I could even construct something that you would believe. Of course, 
you crashed the second you saw me--I couldn't pull you out of this car, so I just fused to you here. 
Rather bothersome process, I'll have you know.” 

Diana’s eyes slowly shifted over to look back at her mother, vision starting to blur as she tried to 
focus on her wretched face and sagging body--on the thousands, possibly millions of eggs hatching more 
and more of the spiders that crawled and fed and chittered along the streets of what used to be her happy 
little christmas town. The sun was setting, slowly plunging the square into darkness, but the scuttling feet 
still pierced her ears. The creature staring at her with its fleshed-over eyes hummed, rumbling the car and 
the appendages digging into Diana’s back. 

“You know, you could join the rest. It’s not so bad--you’ll no longer have the dream, of course, 
but I’m sure you’d find just as much entertainment from my work. Rebuilding the world for ourselves 
is time consuming, and you would be inside of me experiencing it--right under the skin, next to this 
woman. A front row seat--rather kind of us to give your species.” 

Talia waited for a moment for Diana’s response, and brokenly Diana realized her options. As she 
looked at the horrible, contorted figure that was her mother and the rest of the townspeople of Logsville, 
she made her decision--one that she had made over and over again. 

The creature paused and then smiled at her, and Diana wanted to cry when she saw how similar it 
was to Talia’s own, “I see you’ve made your decision. Day 365 it is, then.” 

Diana’s vision went black, her last thought being the realization that if today was 365 of this hell, 
that it meant that tomorrow was Christmas. 


The apartment was dark when she finally opened the door and unceremoniously kicked her heels 
down the hallway before even stepping through the threshold. Keys dumped into a dedicated bowl on a 
side table next to the door, an expensive purse hung up on the coat rack right above it, followed by the 
sluggish figure of an exhausted business woman as she closed and locked the door behind her. She 
shrugged off her heavy coat, hanging it up on its hook and trudging over to the bathroom to strip her 
makeup off and get changed. 

Her dinner was the last roll of crackers in her barren pantry and the last, sad dregs of wine from 
the Sangria box in her empty fridge. She’d find time out of her schedule to go shopping, but she had the 
weekly report due tomorrow and God knows she wouldn t have it in on time unless she took 
overtime--nevermind the next week's report, which she may have to go into the office on Saturday to get a 
head start on. She simply had no time--she’d have to live with UberEats and cheap chinese takeout until 
month ss end. 

Her phone buzzed on the counter. It had been buzzing since yesterday, perhaps even the day 
before. She had been ignoring it to focus on work, as she was a busy business woman and simply didn t 
have the time. But something drew tired eyes over to the screen, and she picked it up to look at the text. 


Lee Eimer -- THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 
TW: ELDRITCH/COSMIC HORROR, BODY HORROR, SPIDERS 


Mom: 

Are you coming to Christmas dear? --sent last year 

I know you’re busy, but it’s important you come this year, sweetie --sent last year 

I have all these pies and christmas cookies and nobody to eat them! You don’t 
want to leave your dear old mother in a bind, do you? ;)--sent last year 

..It’s what your father would have wanted, Diana. Please. --sent last year 


Diana looked down at her phone screen with a sense of deja vu. A moment passed, and finally her 
fingers moved to respond--a practiced movement, something they’ve done hundreds of times 
before--before pausing. The thought crossed her mind of how many times she must have done this--of how 
many more times she’d have to. Perhaps until her Mother died, then she’d stop going back home to that 
little town. Maybe she’d keep going to the town until it crumbled to the ground. Maybe she’d do it for 
eternity--but surely not, thought Diana. For eternity is much too long to spend celebrating Christmas. 
Nobody has that much Christmas Spirit in them. 

She chuckled, feeling as if she’d just made a rather ironic joke, and typed: 


Diana: 
Fine. ! not sent 
Make chocolate chip for me. | not sent 


